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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


| 

| 

| 

Wednesday.—Had a chat with some Jew bakers. They are being 

bothered a bit by a society of Gentile trade rivals. Jews wantto | 

bake on Sundays (or, rather, sel/ on Sundays) in place of on Satur- | 

days, when they musn’t. Gentiles don’t see it, as this would give | 

customers new bread instead of stale, and the Jews would have all i 

a trade. Hard on the Jews, but it’s the “lor of the | 
and.” 


THE LAW AND THE—WELL—PROFITS. 


The Jews are in a sort of stew 
A regular no mistaker— 
That is—I mean the kind of Jew 
Who plies the trade of baker ; 
He’s tight in circumstances claw 
(No thing at which to scoff it’s) 
A Sunday bake offends the Law, 
A Saturday—the Prophets. 
Went down to Woolwich to see the authorities have a little game. 
They fired a barrel of cordite, distantly circled with several other 
barrels, ‘‘just to see what it would do.” Didn’t see all it did 
exactly, because part of what it did was to send me back to town 
with a bang! Heard afterwards that it exploded the lot, sent all 
the spectators to their various homes, damaged a lot of houses, and 
made church unfit for use! After this went and welcomed 
Nansen and Co. to these shores, then to dine with Labby and the 
extreme Liberals (extremely liberal dinner, of course), afterwards 
with the Prince of Wales at Mr. Bayard’s in Eating Square. 


__ Thursday.—Heard Prince Bismarck had said that he was ‘not 
ill, but joyless.” Gave him a call and told him to “ buck up.” He 
said he would, and thanked me kindly. Looked in on Prince Henry 
of Orleens, too. He’s just off to Abyssinia, and is going to take a 
barrel-organ and a telephone with him to amuse the natives. 
tather dangerous weapons, I should say. 


NOTICE. 


The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent mm. 


Friday.—Prince Henry of Orleans called ‘on the Pope “to say 
good-bye.” 
NICE FOR THE POPE—IF HE DID. 
Prince Henry of O, who, with light-hearted hope 
Goes to call on the gay Abyssinian, 
Has made, just in passing, a call on the Pope 
(P’raps to ask his advice and opinion). 
I haven’t the least inclination to make 
Myself ‘‘ forward ’’—or what folks would call so, 
But there’s one thing I showld like to ask “* Did he take 
That organ and telephone also ?”’ 


Just gave the Prince a helping hand at Queen's Hallin distri- 
buting the prizes of the L.C.C. Technical Education Board, after 
that to hear Dr. Nansen at the Royal Societies’ Club, and then 
with the Prince to the New Niagara Costume Ball. 


Saturday.—Saw Lord Wolseley off to Brighton and wished him 
speedy recovery. Then had a look at the military pictures at the 
Hanover Gallery. Afterwards to Christie’s; sale of old masters, 
etc., of the late Baron de Hirsch. Later on to the Mercers’ Hall, in 
the interests of the Royal Female School of Art (where they 
don’t teach “royal females " only), and helped Countess of 
Ilchester distribute prizes. Dined at the Savage Club with Dr. 
Nansen. 


Monday.—Took a run down to Sheffield to see about a local 
Bishopric. Found it off. Seems wise decision too. Came back 
by Rugby and helped Archbishop of Canterbury unveil statue of 
late Dr. Arnold. Thought of ‘Tom Brown’s School Days ” and 
realised that I’m getting old. Got to Hammersmith in time to 
see a splendid catch of fish from the reservoir, which will go to 
stock part of the Upper Thames. Went and bought a fishing rod 
and a penn’orth of gentles. Took my daily dose of Nansen— 
large one this time—at the Imperial Institute, where dined 
with him and Geographical Club, and afterwards with them to the 
Albert Hall, where great doings, including a medal for the 
‘intrepid explorer.”’ 


Tuesday.—Saw Selous off to foreign parts—savage foreign parts— 
fora big shoot. Spent a lazy day, and took my Navsen at St. 
James’s Hall this evening. The cheery ‘* Norseman” seems every- 
where just now. 

A NEW FIELD. 
Of ** Nansen and the North” 
(A quip that's growing boring) 
And how the Fram went forth 
Upon its way exploring} 
(With verve—or manner stately), 
We sing—nor wish it undone— 
But Nansen seems, just lately, 
To be exploring London. 


And so no more at presen: from Tue Sporrer. 


No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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| “Fun’s” Philosophy. 

A man who has his trousers reseated 
| geldom has his bills in the same condi- 
| tion. 

There is a very prevalent idea in 
England that the law exists for the 
| benefit of the public; but I never yet 
met a lawyer who did not think that the 
public merely exist for the benefit of the 
law. 





It is remarkably lucky for certain 
men, who are in the habit of talking in 
their sleep, that the word typewriter 
applies to a machine as well as to the 
young woman who works it. 


There is a mistaken notion that 
economy is a virtue. This is not always 
the case, when applied to the truth, for 
instance. 


Many a man is considered to be worth 
a hundred thousand pounds, when really 
it is only his banking account that 
possesses that value. 


A Topical Query. 


Now, why is Nansen, that explorer 
great, 


Se 











Spokes man. 


5 3) 


the ‘ Teutonic Plague. (Loud applause.) 


Oom Paul at Home. 


WE have received the remainder of our interviewer’s report, 
posted, if postmasters are to be relied upon, at Putney. We are 
inclined to think that our esteemed contributor will be with us 
again shortly. Weare preparing for him. A young man who has 
figured as ‘‘ knocker out’’ at several sanguinary glove fights is 
sleeping on the premises, and will give him ‘‘ Putney”’ immediately 
on his arrival. Again apologising to our readers for this more than 
doubtful interview, we proceed to give it in the imaginative author's 
own words :— 


TO THE EDITOR OF ‘ FUN.” 

Pretoria. 
Dear Sir,—-I think I told you last week that Mr. and Mrs. Kruger 
were most kind—most kind. During dinner, which was excellent 
—@ list of the various dishes would bore you— {It would.—Ed.}]— 
so I will refrain—during dinner the conversation turned upon the 
South African Inquiry. Mr. Kruger holds very strong views on 

the subject, and is not at all chary of giving expression to them. 

“Vot ho! De Com-mit-tee of de Inquiree? Ah! Dey seem to 

tink dat Oom Paul know notinks at all; dey vill see. De Ceecil 
Rhodes vill face de music, ant vill sing von music-’all oory-up 
song, vith von, vot you call, Shingo chorus, ant he vill be 
accoompanied by de Lord Shamberlain, vot vill gif him de licenst 
to take von liberty! Hein! Dey vill talk mooch about de vicket 
Boers ant de nice, good Uitlanders, de bad Dootch Kruger, ant de 
great Briton vot is called Solly Joél! Vot ho! It vill be von great 
Inquiree !"’ 

‘*Then you think,” I remarked, ‘that the Inquiry will——”’ 

My host winked knowingly—* Vot I tink, I tink,’ he said, “ boot 
eef dey tink dat Oom Paul ish von bick fool, dey vos wrong, very 
mooch wrong. De Lord Shamberlain he say dat I af not don vot 
I promish. Boot I say dat I promish notings, notings at all. Eef 
my leetle dogs ish naughty I vip dem, vell—eef my leetle dogs ish 
good, I tax my leetle dogs, and I say dat eef they ish alvay~ good 
leetle dogs, my wife and I vill be very fondt of dem, but I promish 
notings, notings.”’ 

“But I certainly understood that you would——” 

“Vould vot? I say I vould inquire. Dat ish von good vord, 
inquire; we vill all inquire! Vot ho! Soom days de inquiree shall 
be mate, ve vill see, boot I moost not be oorried oop. Try de 
Schnapps. Ah, dat ish goot. It was mate in Shermanee. I haf 
von friend in Shermanee, von goot friend, vot lofs hish leetle 
— ah!” Here the old man laughed till I thought he would 
chose, 


“Well, people kin tork abart this ere Bubonic Plague, or wotever 
they calls it, as much as they likes, but what we wants ter git rid of, considerin’ ’ow 
those bloomin’ Germings comes over ’ere and tikes the bread ous of our mouths, is 





Like an elector indolent and late ? 
The answer’s wondrous plain, upon my 


soul, 
Both started for but did not reach the 


Poll. 





When he had recovered a little, I asked him how he liked the 
idea of the South African Vommittee inquiring into the Uitlanders’ 
grievances. He became at once very grave and very impressive. 

‘“‘ Dat ish de part,’’ he cried, ‘‘ vot I do not like. Day vill inquire 
into my bishness, ant dat ish vot you call sheek. Day vill vont to 
know too mooch! Vell I vill face de music, too! No, dey shall 
face de music and I vill play. Dat ish vot for I buy my leetle guns, 
vot ho! I vill grindt de little maxim, and day shall dance! Hein!”’ 
At this point the old man turned very nasty, ejaculating from time 
to time. ‘ Uitlander!” “Bah!” ‘De vicket Boers!’ ‘‘Ceecil 
Rhodes!" ‘“ De Aliens!” “ Votoh!” “Aliens!” ‘ Ha!” 

As every time he said “ Aliens ” he glancedin my direction with 
the eye of a big game destroyer, I began to feel exceedingly un- 
comfortable. At last I rose hastily and muttered something about 
‘* La'e—expected home—keeping wife up——”’ 

‘* Seet down,” he shouted. I sat. 

‘*'You vas von aliens, and you coom ofer here, and you, vot you 
call, pump de oldt man. You vould draw him out. Vi, I moost 
poot you in von prison. I moost eg 

At this point Mrs. Kruger kindly came to my rescue, and, after & 
little wordy warfare that lasted about an hour and a-half, I left 
hastily. Needless to say, I did not return. I believe myself that 
things out in South Africa are working towards a crisis. I was 
undoubtedly in great peril. But in the service of Fun I would risk 
anything— {Bosh !—Ep.]—knowing, as I do, that you will not forget 
the special service honorarium— {[—— ! ——!! ——!!!—Ep.]—I 
am returning by the “‘ Elephant and Castle,” Indian Curry penny-a- 
liner, and shall be with you anon. Till then, Sir, 


Permit me to remain, 


Your distinguished Interviewer, 
a: oe 
‘There, that’s the ‘‘report,” for which we paid untold gold. 
sut he will be with us “anon.” He will be “anon’’ when be 
leaves us, for his nearest relatives will not know him. Reader, we 


sympathise with you, but you shall be bitterly revenged.— 
EDITORIAL Nore. } 





Mixed. 


Sandhurst.—“ Did you hear that Roberts had lost an eye 
playing polo?” 


Hazard.—* Serve him right, why didn’t he stick to billiards ? 
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Sam Wellerisms. | 
ed “THat’s not fare,” as the tram-car 
ai conductor observed when an old lady 
‘ tried to pass off a trouser button on 
; him. 
“ : “I’ve been looking over Buckingham 
he : Palace,” as the man said when he had 
* been up in the captive balloon. 
he ‘“‘That’s a stunning stick.of yours,” 
: as the fellow remarked to the policeman 
when he hit him over the head with his 
in : staff. 
= i “Mightier (Mitier) than either the 
oe sword or the pen,’’ as the man exclaimed 
he a when the waiter brought him an old 
es. Stilton cheese. 
at a “I’m going to take a back seat,’’ as < ‘mm ao souieaiiionan so 
ys a the fellow said when he mounted a ole \ La Mis eee Se la 
or 4 horse for the first time. ae Mi , Yi “ep, Mj; Vy jizzAd8, 
4 ‘My life’s been full of trials,’’ as the Ape Yj FA Yip - ae 
ch as burglar complained when he was con- | fi V4 YU Whe r 
ly A victed for the 27th time. Bs Ade y , Ea GUY //4 fy ¥ 
at % ‘You have designs on me,” as the ors Yh /, i, 
‘ drawing paper said to the architect. ; Zi ‘1 
‘e Gthy:, : 
=== 4 Yj UD 
3 “UB: 
or 3 The Value of Valentines. as WK 7) 
\ Ae LW ee aM OP 
é A WARNING TO SPRING POETS. WY) iq i, Vif, / M, iM RYE W, Wir RAN 
Ly : ‘‘ SPRINGTIME, when'a young man's fancy eae’ qo4 Uf) | NR hy Mail 
2 Lightly turns to ’’—Nell or Nancy, 4 Gif’, Yi ~~ y Es . wT 
1e pr When, like someone in a trance, he So 
= Moons about the whole day long ; LEA 
|e Then essays to write a sonnet ; yo 
| a On the beauty of her bonnet, af 
a Rhapsodizing glibly on it— | ys 
;’ Poets always pitch it strong. a < 
Next his ardent love outpouring | yp 
e He addresses terms adoring ; - 
0 To the maid, who finds it boring, | 
ll And would like to give him ‘* beans,”’ 
, Each poetic protestation 
9 Will increase her aggravation, 
- Is it merely a flirtation, 
1 Or, is he a man of means? 
Thus the maid finds it exciting | 
. Scanning every line of writing 
’ Which the poet is inditing | 
On her charms of form and face; . 
ae “eASGED. 
. Promptly ci Bo Se st A Counsel —‘‘ Then, my lord, there is the question of the bags; whether they were 
: Tao biteah of ercininn case full or half full, or empty bags.”’ 
P ; ae Judge.—** Or WIND BaGs!”’ 
7 ' 
es A Fellow-Feeling for Foiled Footballers. Poor Cretechures! 
| On the first day of the present session of Parliament, a division Jones.—* What do you think of Greece’s behaviour towards 
of the House had been taken before the arrival of the First Lord of en gi SIE aa 
the Treasury. } | Smith.— Very indisCrete, to say the least of it. 
‘ Sandy.—“ Aye, my freends, things are in a vara Cretical con- 
ApaRT from politician's fame, dition over yonder.” 
It’s chiefly with the charming game 
Of golf that the illustrious name | 
Of Arthur James has in our minds been up-to-date connected. ‘When Adam delved and Eve Span.” 
But haply in the coming spring : . 
Some sympathetic pang will wring A CONTEMPORARY is taking a great deal of unnecessary trouble to 
His heart, as he his glance doth fling try and prove that the skirt dance, beloved of our West End 
On certain sorrowing football braves, disconsolate, dejected ! drawing rooms, is not a modern invention at all but really dates 
fi back to prehistoric times. This may be correct, but we were 
If some bold League team (all afire | always under the impression that skirts were not worn in those 
To quit the lower, and win the higher, days 
Degree) in Test Match meet with dire ~ : ena eek a 
Defeat, the myriad-mouthing mob may mock it with derision : SSS ; sg. 
But surely, surely, Arthur J., Grog. 
Will generously be moved to say, ‘ 
“T pity you! On Opening Day Wuat with the spirits in the Castle and the water in the town, 
The fate which now is yours was mine! I missed the First the inhabitants of Windsor ought to be able to brew a fine jorum 
Division !”’ of grog 
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First Sportsman.—* Beastly changeable weather, isn’t it, Pat?” 
Second Sportsman.—* It is that! 


The Monmouth Elephant 


and His Master. 


His Master :— 


Tuts noble veast, I beg to say, 
Has up to now been found 
To think his own the only way, 
The best way, and most sound. 
Upon his tub he’ll stand alone 
And diligently thump it; 
He blows his fame, ‘‘ upon his own,” 
When Fame declines to trump it. 


He's always wished that he might be 
The leader of his kind ; 
At that, severe consistency 
Is always in his mind. 
He's had experiences vast, 
His birthday’s rather distant, 
But he has felt from first to last 
To lead would be consistent. 


On many journeys he has been 
From pillar unto post; 
He, in himself, has always seen 
A mighty Lib’ral host. 
And in a town when people scan 
His “ Bills,” and know he’s coming, 
They rush and greet him, to a man, 
And send “ the business '’ humming. 


ut when they’ve known him seven years 
They hum, and hem, and cough, 

And even mention that they've acs 
That he is going off. 

Then trumpets he both long and loud; 
He sits him down and ponders; 

Then blows a “ blessing” on the crowd, 
Gets up and off he wanders. 
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At Oxford he was once a hit, 
The circus he could pack— 

But now, although they liked his wit, 
They will not have him back. 

West Monmouthshire is now his home, 
He went to there from Derby, 

The place to which he next may roam, 
Will doubless just as far be. 


hl 


Now, though he trumpets day and night, 
The slightest noise he hears 

Will make him quiver in affright, 
And shed big blinding tears. 

He hates to have for his career 
A quite correct recorder ; 

And you should see him jump with fear 
If anyone says ‘“ Order!" 


He’s playful, too, and full of fun ; 
He gambols and he frisks; 

And people wait until he’s done 
And reckon up the risks. 

For when witb fits of joyous mirth 
He’s desperately smitten, 

He’ll jump about the quakirg earth 
As if he were a kitten ! 


He’s funny, at the world’s expense ; 
But if his victims turn 

And chaff him, just in self-defence, 
With anger he will burn. 

If we but say, ‘ You're just as bad” ; 
If at him mild fun poke we 

He'll stamp, and storm, and yell like 








He cannot bear “ Tu quoque !” 
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Though, faith, if ’twould change like this every time we'd have no need to grumble!”’ 
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But take him, sirs, for all in all,— 
His trumpet and his brain— 

We shall not look, or even call, 
Upon his like again. 

His wayward moods, his playful ways, 
His cunning, quite Levantine, 

They want a mammoth wit to praise 
With humour elephantine! 











Woman Sufirage. 


A MERE MALE’s VIEWS ON THE RECENT 
DEBATE, 


SHALL we exclusive man supplant, 

And female suffrage gladly grant ? 

Would giving votes to wife and aunt 
The nation’s food promote ? 

They’ve been so long outside the pale, 

Kept down by the tyrannic male, 

’T were better, perhaps, to turn the scale, 
And give them all a vote. 


No! Such a prospect's full of dread ; 

When all is done and all is said, 

A poll would turn a woman’s head, 
O’er politics she’d gloat ; 

She’d take the contrary view 

To that so long upheld by you— 

No telling what she would not do 
If woman had a vote! 


Towards ‘‘ the House" she would direct 
Her thoughts, while yowrs in sad neglect 
Would fall, and all your joys be wrecked, 
Just like a storm-tossed boat ; 
She’d talk of Bills till all was blue, 
Forgetting when her own fell due— 
Ah, direful trouble would ensue 
If woman had a vote! 
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THE MONMOUTH ELEPHANT AND HIS 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 62.) 
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\4 By ree “ Exrast TERRIBLe.”’ 


Tue Crete business threatens to 
put the (Turkish) fat—not to say 
Greece—in the fire. There is no more 
se-Crete-ion about the matter, the thing 
has got to be settled somehow. 


= =x = 
| . We have been worried out of our wits 
| about Egypt, it is good news to know 
‘ey that we are not going to be worried out 
of Egypt itself. Sir Michael Hicks’ 
Speech—I mean, Sir Michael Hicks- 
3each’s speech —seems to have made 
Europe “sit up.” Better that than 
that England should be sat upon. 





* 7 
“PUN” LYRICS. (No. 61 
a,00S folk ma nap anc nar. 
The British Lion sits tight, 


He doesn’t brag, he loesn’t boast 


y 
of 


Sut still he means to fight 
If rivals try to sit upon 
His chest, or twist his tail, 
He'll stand a lot, but one fine day 
There'll be an awful wail 
From somebody who finds too late 


The British Lion has sealed his fat 


Lately there has been too much 
Of sticking pins in his sleek side, 
There’s been too much of bulldoging, 
While puny Powers his might defied ; 
It’s good to learn that now at last, 
The Lion is tired of lying down, 
We'll see what happens when his claws 
Are open to back up his frown. 


It’s “ worry ” here, and “ worry” there, 
And “ Let us pull his mane,” 

They'll pull it once t90 often, 
Then they won't pul! it again. 

The hand that’s stretched to tease the giant 
Will not be taken back, 

The trunk to which that hand belongs, 
That hand wil! surely lack. 


France and Russia. 


Paris, Wednesday Night.—‘‘ Russia bas backed up France in 
Abyssinia ag well as in Egypt, but the prevailing feeling here is one 
of disappointment that more should not have been got out of the 
entente,"" etc.—Daily Telegraph, February 4th. 
For Frenchmen the Sun seems in Russia to rise! 

One marvels that fair, cultured France is not sager; 
Some morn she'll find nought in those chill, northern skies, 
But the gleam of the claws that adorn Ursa Major. 


————————————— : ——_——— —- - 


Tue House of Commons point-to-point race is announced to take 
place in March, and Fun would like to know if each point will be 
debated, and how the members will treat the obstructions. 


At length the Henley Fish Preservation Society have awakzned 
to a full knowledge of their responsibilties, and have placed 400 
trout in the Thames. Nowa married man can leave his home in 
the morning for a day’s fishing with safety, for trout can be pur- 
chased at the fishmonger’s, but roach and perch and those kind of 


things can only be obtained on the spot—and not always then. 











Wo(e)man. 
(With apologies to Mr. Oliver Goldsmith.) 


WHEN lovely woman stoops to folly, 
On some political pretext, 

And storms the booths with mannish “ brolly,”’ 
Who will deny she is unsex’d ? 


The only cure for her desire 
From domesticity to roam 
To “motions ” from e-motion’s realm, 
Is to forswear “‘ the House"’ for Home! 








England and the Egyptian Fellahs. 
Pea . We are in occupation of Egypt . .. . an 
occupation likely to be prolonged. . . . .”’—Speech of the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, Standard, February 6th 


To stay on in Egypt. we take French leave, 
Tno’ the French Press its rancour is plainly revealing ; 
Other nations acknowledge the good we achieve, 


And give England credit for right Fellai-feeling. 








To I.—Mr. F. Faithfull Begg, M.P., bas earned considerable 
distinction b s clever advocacy of Woman’s Sufirage 

Topic II.—The Brighton Town Council has made electricity as 
cheap as gas 

Toric III.—Sir J. B. Simeon, addressing the House on the 
Extension of Fra se B said that, if ever women got into 
Parliament, the end of this country would not be far off. 

Topic 1V.—The St. James's Gazette deplores the inadequacy of 


the Emigrants’ Information office, and the consequent prevalence 
of “fraudulent imitations that are as spiders to the emigrating 
flies.” 
IL—A QUERULOUS QUIBBLE. 
Vain Woman vows she’ll soon annex 
The voter's privilege ; and the gallant 
St. R llox, Faithfull to the sex, 
Has fought her fight with no mean talent. 
And sour misogynists, irate, 
Are putting forth the harsh suggestion 
That lovely Woman, in debate, 
Was ever prone to Begg the Question! 
II.—SOMETHING IN A NAME, 
The Brighton Town Councillors aim 
At the weal both of masses and classes ; 
They have made electricity’s flame 
Just as cheap to be purchased as gas is. 
And exceedingly thankful are we 
(Though the fact may the gas-vendors frighten) 
That our London-Which-Faces-the-Sea 
Will be, more than aforetime, a BRIGHT ‘UN! 
IIIL—SIMEON, ANCIENT AND MODBRN. 
The song by ancient Simeon sung 
(With bliss beyond the mind’s conceiving) 
May by a modern Simeon’s tongue . 
Be echoed soon—in tones of grieving ! 
Our empire’s doom, when neath Big Ben 
The fair sex sits, ‘‘ Soutbampton ”’ pities. 
As dying Britain's mouthpiece, then, 
He’ll sadly warble ‘ Nunc dimittis !’’ 


IV.—THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 


‘‘ Will you walk into my parlour ?” says the Emigration Spider, 

‘‘ All the priming that is needful for your project I'll supply!” 
And into his web of wiliness—an innocent confider . 

In the specious words he utters—walks the Emigration Fly ! 
The spider of the insect world on dipterous bc dy battens, 

And but little less predacious is the would-be exile’s curse: 
For the Emigration Spider, having caught his victim, fattens 

On his victim’s all-but-life-blood—on his victim’s scanty purse ! 
Poor Fly! his lot is pitiful! What chance has he of gaining 

Any knowledge—in his poverty and friendlessness—that we, 
In qn unsuspected broad way," are (too narrowly) maintaining 

An above-board honest office for behoof of such as he ? 
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3. The inquiry as to the quantity of meat 
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4. “ Every dog has his day.” 
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The Daughters of Babylon all happens 
because it appears that there is an old Jewish 
law which says that if a young woman and 
@ young man are engaged to be married, and 
should the aforesaid young woman or young 
man go gallivanting with another young 
man or young woman, then the first men- 
tioned young woman or young man and the 
other young man and young woman shall 
be taken outside the gates of the city, anc 
there put to death by stones and brickbats. 
A nasty, harsh, unkind law, and I think a modern jury and plenty 
of pounds damages is a much nicer way of looking at things. 


Mr. Wilson Barrett thought he could make a capital play out of 
the Draconian methods of the Ancient Hebrews, and he has suc- 
ceeded. Elna is a young lady betrothed to Jediah, a cold, haughty 
gentleman whom she does not love, for the very simple reason that 
she adores his brother Lemuel, who returns her passion. Conse- 
quently, when Lemuel leaves his rustic village, and departs for 
Babylon, there to see if he cannot be of some slight service to the 
Israelites kept in servile bondage by the Babylonians, Elna, the 
lovelorn damsel, emulating the example of Rosalind several 
centuries later, follows him in boyish attire. 


On arriving in Babylon, Lemuel is looked upon by the Hebrews 
as a deliverer, and is immediately made the chief of a conspiracy 
to overthrow the yoke of the tyrant. In addition to this he meets 
Ishtah, who is a very great lady, indeed, in Babylon, with an 
enormous supply of riches and a microscopical quantity of 
virtue. She is as powerful as she is beautiful, and as 
naughty as she is nice. Ishtah immediately takes a violent 
fancy to Lemuel, and makes love to him in a way that 
in these more delicate} times would lay her open to a charge of 
immodesty. Lemuel, however, remains blind to her charms and 
true to the memory of Elna, who, meanwhile, has taken the first 
opportunity of fainting in the streets. Girls disguised as boys 
always faint on the stage, in order that the villain may discover in 
this womanly weakness the fact that it isn’t a boy at all, but a lovely 
woman. 


Alorus, & wealthy and wicked Babylonian noble, swears that she 
must and shall be his. He makes her his slave, but expressly tells 
his myrmidons that she is to be treated with the utmost considera- 
tion. Diamonds and pearls and other delicacies of the kind cannot 
tempt the fair Elna, who remains deaf to his entreaties. When 
Lemuel discovers what is going on, he gets very angry indeed, 
and tells Alorus a few plain truths, without, however, any great 
effect. 

Then Jediah comes upon the scene and demands that Elna and 
Lemuel shall be handed over to him to be stoned to death after a 
trial by the judges of the tribe. But, before this interesting little 








study in human Aunt Sally can be executed, Lemuel is arrested for 
treason, and he and Elna are sentenced by the King of Babylon to 
be sold as slaves in the public market place. 


But Ishtah, not being able to get Lemuel for herself, reverses the 
usual run of things, and determines that the other girl shall have 
him. Though Alorus buys Elna, she manages to purchase Lemuel 
at a fancy price, and then begs Alorus to give her Elna, too, 
Alorus catches her magnanimous fever and consents. Then 
Lemuel and Elna hie them to their mountain home, there to 
submit themselves to their judges. Jediah, by a curious but 
convenient custom of the country, appears to be both judge and 
accuser, and is about to put on the black cap, when Ishtar crawls 
up to his side and makes him withdraw from the case on the threat 
of confessing that he and she some years ago committed the same 
peccadillo. Consequently, Lemuel and Elna leave the court 
without a stain on their characters, and the curtain falls as they 
embrace each other with a sort of happy-ever-afterwards expres- 
sion on their countenances. 


The Daughters of Babylon is most superbly mounted, and is 
splendidly acted by Mr. Barrett as Lemuel; Miss Maud Jeffries as 
Elna; Mies Lily Hanbury as Ishtah; Mr. Manning as Alorus ; 
and Mr. McLeay as Jediah. It is an unequivocal success. 


GOSSAMER. 


Sweet Nancy, & comedy in three acts, adapted from Rhoda 
Brcughton’s novel *“* Nancy,” by Robert Buchanan, was revived at 
the Court Theatre on Monday, 8th instant. The play is very 
engaging and pretty. The family of the Grays, of whom Nancy is 
the chief member, is loyal and affectionate. The principal incident 
of the play is the marriage of Sir Roger Tempest, who went to school 
with Mr. Gray, with the latter’s daughter Nancy. Jealousy and scandal 
subsequently ensue upon the intervention of a Mrs. Huntley, an old 
frieud of Sir Roger’s. Nancy appears to have an intuitive dislike to 
Mrs. Huntley, and objects to her husband having anything to do 
with her. He explains that Mrs. Huntley is the wife of his friend 
at the Cape. Presently Sir Roger is summoned to join his regiment 
at the Cape, whither hegoes. During his absence Frank Musgrave, 
who is engaged to Nancy’s sister, Barbara, endeavours to Wean 
Nancy from her marriage vows, and, upon the eve of Sir Roger's 
return, violently proclaims his love to Nancy. The latter spurns his 
approaches with consummate warmth and sarcasm. Barbara enters 
and learns her lover’s perfidy to herself. She clasps Nancy to her 
heart, and bids him leave the house. Sir Roger’s mind has been 
poisoned by Mrs. Huntley and Musgrave against Nancy, but this 
distrust is eliminated from his mind by Barbara’s confession to him 
of Musgrave’s behaviour to herself, and Sir Roger and Nancy once 
more are reconciled. Algernon Gray’s flirting with Mrs. Huntley 
is very amusing. Mr. Martin Harvey, by permission of Sir Henry 
Irving, plays the part of Algy. His style proclaims him to be no 
common actor. The grumbling, discontented, overbearing 
father of the family, Mr. Gray, is well sustained by 
Mr. George Canninge. Frank Musgrave, an individual whose 
demeanour is of the repulsive order, is played by Mr. C. M. 
Hallard. The sweet, resigned disposition of Barbara Gray is 
feelingly pourtrayed by Miss Beryl Faber. Miss Beatrice 
Ferrar fulfils the part of the half-boy, half-girl, sister Tow-tow 
most vigorcusly. The cowed, submissive character of Mrs. 
Gray is represented by Miss Henrietta Cowen. 

Mr. Edmund Maurice is a fine impersonation of Sir Roger 
Tempest, and Miss Annie Hughes is a most engaging, impetuous, 
and endearing Nancy. Miss Helen Ferrars is very deft as the 
cynical and subtle Mrs. Huntley. A new one-act play, A Bit of Old 
Chelsea, by Mrs. O. Beringer, precedes. The music throughout was 
very charming. ‘ 


THcsE troops who have gone out in the Malacca to take part in 
the Benin campaign, though they may lack a few comforts, will 
have the satisfaction of having ben in an engagement. 
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‘Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
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